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N the rue Montmartre, although it was nearly nine o'clock and fines for being late were threatening, several passers-by had stopped outside a shop. The street was alive behind them, grazed them with its movement, beckoned to them, as the current of a stream beckons to the grasses on the bank. But, for the rime being, they, too, had taken root.
It must be admitted that the shop was as luring to the eyes as an aquarium. It was lofty. A great sheet of glass separated it from the street. Behind the glass a singular spectacle revealed itself, bathed in abundant light. Three men in white overalls were sitting with their backs to the street* Each one of them had a more or less large surface in front of him, and they were all painting. At the back of the shop three or four other men were similarly employed; but they were not exhibited for public notice.
Of the three men, the first was brushing in a big design on calico. The one in the middle was executing in gilt an inscription chiselled on a slab of imitation marble. The third was painting a kind of coat of arms on a square of sheet iron.
The work which promised to be the most remarkable was the design on calico. It was divided into two parts. The right-hand section comprised six unequal lines of text* Their position was indicated in charcoal. Two lines were already sketched* The first line was painted, in black :
BUSINESS MA.KES ME SICK 24